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VI. 



His comely person, his melodious voice, 
His gift for improvising and the grace 
With which he touched a stringy soon won him A 
Society ; great nobles kept a place 
At all their feasts for one who could rejoice , 
The guests with ballads; and his sunburnt &C0 
Drew tender looks from many a deep-lashed 4; 
As Jadies listened to his minstrelsy. 

Vli. 

One night it chanced in a high, painted hall 
Whose Hghts the crystal mirrors multiplied^ 
Glassing each gobl-iset picture on the wall. 
Doubling the brilliant scene on either side, 

. There was a supper spread in Carnival, 
The richest feast of all that merry tide; 
Nor was Galeazzo missing from the boards 
To swing a wine»cup and amuse a lord. 



VIII. 

Of all the lustrous faces grouped tiiere 
He had die sweetest at his side that night, 
A dadc-eyed gentildonna, with the fair 
Venetian skin of blended rose and white ; 
Sunbeams seemed woven through the silky hair 
That wreathed her forehead with a ring of light; 
Her laughter was as music from a band 
Of silver bells that chime in fa^ry land. 

IX. 

He brought her dainties, with delicious wine 
Filled the bright goblet in her little hand ; 
Fed her with fruits in syrup, nectarine 
And crimson quince embalmed in Eastern land. 
With pulpy flakes of citron, peach and pine ; 
And as she tasted all, he took his stand 
Close at her side, while whispering many a word 
Fbr her alone, by other ears unheard. 
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X. 



Yet to his speech she scant attention paid; 
Curt, shrewish, half-contemptuous replies 
Game from her rose-leaf lips ; such coldness made] 
A fire within his breast ; now, in his eyes 
A new light shone -, more tender things he said, 
But burning words^ not empty, honeyed lies, 
For now he loved, aye, loved her in an hour^ 
And at his heart felt passion' s pain and power. 

XL 

The banquet ended, and they bade him sing 
All* improviso some delightful air. 
He took the ribboned lute and fingering 
Awhile the cords as if uncertain where 
To pitch his tune, sang in a clever string 
Of rhymes those words he just had uttered there 
To her, who listening in great amaze, 
Knew well for whom he meant each ardent phra 



XII. 

This wrought her alteration ; love doth take 
From music eloquence^ sincerity; 
As now she heard his pleading accents break 
And blend with all the lute's low harmony, 
She felt that he was singing for her sake; . 
It touched, it kindled her, she seemed to be 
Drawn to this singer as with hidden chain 
Who pro£fered love and sued for love again. 

XIII. 

They went out, silent, to a balcony 
That bent above black water*, &int, afar, 
As some profound^ perpetual human sigh. 
They heard waves break to foam^upon the bar 
Of Lido ; and the pitchy^ troubled sky 
Nor moon revealed nor any silver star ; 
So dark it seemed she scarcely saw the face 
Of him who crushed her in his hot embrace. 
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XIV. 



Had her grey husband, leagues away in Greece, 
Then viewed her breathless on a brown youth's bt^ 
Shuddering, mute, be sure from him all peaod 
Of soul the sight had taken and all rest ; 
Nor largely had it holpen to increase 
His fidth in women. Fool! he could have gaened- 
That wife so young, so fidr, would soon feel ptoa^ 
To find a friend if she were left alone. 



XV. 



That night preluded many a sensuous day 
Of deep enjoyment for the amorous pair. 
She was not slack to show him safest way 
To sweet conjunction, and the marble stair 
Qf her white palace ofr when mom was grey 
Rang to his foot&ll as he left his ftiir 
On cushions drowsing in a perfumed hall, 
Where lights burnt blue against the camsea wal* 



XVI. 

Sometimts at sanset, in a gondbla 
Roofed with rich cloths (^scarlet, gold and brown, 
Steered by a slim blu^erkined rower, they 
Would drift along the salt roads <^ the town ; 
And £ices o'er Rialto's wooden way 
Opoa the floadng lovers peered down, 
WUeyet the west threw shafts (^blood-red fire 

Atixwart each sombre belfry, dome and spire. 

XVII. 

Or did the hours of some long afternoon 
Hang heavy on her, he would chase away 
The cloud with music ; many a languid tune, 
Dreamy ballade or plaintive roundelay 
He chanted, as a negro - lad in shoon 
Of silver, kneeling, bore the massy^ tray 
Whereon she set her goblet of Greek wine, 

' And toyed with comfits on -a couch, supine. 
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XVIII. 

Now came a day when they must parted be, 
When Galeazzo by a messenger 
To Padua was summoned; hurriedly 
He kissed his minion, while conjuring her 
Not to let distance dull their love; and she 
With white arms round him, faltered, c Ah! defer 
c This parting; sweet, nor with thyself remove 
c All sunlight from my life, all joy, all love! • 

XIX. 

c Shall I exist, divided from those eyes 
« My mirrors, my twin torches luminous 
c That flame for me — ah ! go not yet, devise 
1 Some scheme to keep me near thee, never thus 
c Depart, forsake me and too soon despise 
c The past and all our pleasures amorous ; 
c For sure than I some lovelier Paduan yet 
t Kissing thy mouth shall force thee to forget. • 
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XX. 



And he : c O thou, my Queen, my dearest one, 
« TMs severance shall but be brief, I swear ; 
« Not oft from bright gates issuuig, shall the sun 
t Roll his red carriage through the realms of air, 
c Before I come again in haste to run 
c Into my only home, thine arms ; and there 
c Forget this rueful day and all unrest 
c In one long dream of love upon thy breast, • 

XXI. 

So, with the dayspring, saffron sails outspread 
Swept him to green Fusi^a by the shore. 
She mourned, she grieved as one may for the dead, 
Sobbing: t Alas! ne'er shall I see him more! • 
And she rehearsed each phrase that he had said 
With that kind smile but for herself he wore 
At parting ; half it bated, soothed her pain 
To muse on words, gestures of his again. 
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XXII. 

Daily a courier came with letters penned 
On vellum smooth whose odour delicate 
Gave him hot thoughts of her, nor fkiled to ^ 
Fire through his frame; and he, disconsolate, 
Begged her again to love him to the end; 
Only a tedious week at most to wait. 
Then back to Venice he would post apace 
And find his guerdon in her glorious fkce. 

xxni. 

Ah ! measure ye their joy, thdr deep content 
Who know what love and separation mean^ 
As met at last this longing pair and spent 
Delicious hours when nothing stood between 
Themselves and bliss — no let nor hinde rmei it 
That could their forceful passion contravene. 
Though held in Padua, yet often he 
Would sail to her across the lucent sea. 



XXIV. 

i ^o^ she desired some token, image, sign 
That could recal him visibly and prove 
^Weeit to her eyes in hours when she must pine. 
Alone with memories of her shameless love. 
^0 he his picture sent her, wrought with fine 
Dexterity by one who ranked above 
All other Paduan painters jfbr address 
In giving portraits perfect vividness. 

XXV. 

Against a faded arras broiderdd 
With flowers, fire-drakes, blossoms and sea^spawn, 
She hung this image of her darling's head ; 
Eyfitr the first bright arrows of the dawn 
Smote it axid all with gold environed. 
Thereon from softest couch whose filmy lawn 
Sfarouded her supple body' s white and red. 
She gazed^ and gasiiig for Galeazaso sighed, 
Whp sjdll in towered Padu^ must abide. 
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XXVI. 

Was it for change or all to pleasure hM^Ia 
That she one day desire had to call 
Some painter who with perfect art shouli 
Her lovely face, depicting justly all 
The beauty of her eyes and hair? Such whim 
To simple Galeazzo natural 
Appeared; he counselled haste, that earlier 
He might her picture make his comforter. 

XXVII. 

f He that shall draw me must be one, • she w 
t On whom securely we may both rdy • 
Soon^ through a friend, they found a man of 
Yoimg, famous not alone in Italy, 
But eke in other countries more remote ; 
All Venice prized him : haughty dukes would 
Him with their tenders : and great dames did 
No less upon his face than on his art , 
From all their gold he took, firom some, ^i 
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XXVIIL 

Sturdy of limbi large-eyed, with curling hair, 
And beautifid as that brown shepherd-lad 
Gold Dian kissed alone on Latmos bare, 
Large meed of lovely favourers he had ; 
Many a lily -handed, debonnaire 
Venetian lady coaxed him, over-glad 
If with his brush he would perpetuate 
Her charms for all the world to contemplate. 

XXIX. 

There was a garden on Giudecca set 
As dewy meadow in a turquoise sea. 
Where rose, narcissus, thyme and violet 
Offered their incense to the loitering bee; 
Where boughs of pomegranate with vine-leaves met 
And made a verdurous, cool canopy 
Against the glare of June ; in this green bower 
Galeazso' s love passed many a lazy hour. 
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Thither one eve the painter did repair ; 
By her. this meeting-spot had been assigned- 
Low under leaves she lay, while yet the flar^ 
Of sunset stained the bright lagoons bdiind f 
Dark branches scattered upon her hair 
Delicious blooms when as the sultry wind 
Went over them, and in obscurer shade 
Viola with voices tender mudc made. 

XXXI. 

Alas for Galeazzo! now the stroke 
That shattered all his little citadel 
Of love was dealt, like painted bubble broke 
His self>made shrine and into ashes ML*j 
As JOB lagoons at morn the marish-smoke 
And mist dissolve beneath the sun' s bright sp^^ 
Or as a tiqper sinking in the night, 
So, swifdy sank his love and perished quite. 



XXXII. 

^^^ she has left him for another fere, 
^*s shortly shut him from her memory; 
^^ose lips^ those limbs he held so passing dear 
^^^ now another's, ceded utterly . 
^^ the new lover ; moods of woman veer 
And 9hift as swallows shift in evening sky; 
^Ur fairest idols one day drop to dust; 
■And yet we give devotion, for we must. 

XXXIII. 

^ • woe and pain of that awakening 

*^rom brief delicious dream that we were loved t 

^^^^liat. shall exceed the torture and the sting 
-^hat burns and rankles, nor may be removed 

^y any. medicine that years can bring; 
*^his petrifies the heart, when i»c have proved 
**he vanity of passion all misplaced, ' 

^his poisons life, this 'makes our world a' waste. 
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XXXIV. 

The painter was not negligent to read 
His n:i stress' inclination in her eyes, 
Saw how she lightly opened roads that lead 
To woman's unrestricted sympathies; 
So to his picture gave not any heed; 
Passed from bold words to bolder pleasantries 
In brief, her final favours he has earned, 
And all her love from Galeazzo turned. 

XXXV. 

Alone in Padua, as long languid days 
Bring never news nor any greeting kind 
From his false leman, sick suspicion preys 
Upon his peace, envenoming his mind ;- 
Like a dim ghost, he walks the diisty ways 
Oi the dead city, night by night to find 
Refreshment for his fever ; then at last 
By fear defeated, flees to Venice fast. 
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XXXVI. 



Urge on his bark, ye rowers ! cleave the brine 
With blades that fall and flash in unison. 
Over -white lakes to yonder argent line 
Of trembling water, hurry, hurry on ! 
Ghostlike Salute's dome in the pale shine 
Appears — a stroke — the dripping steps are won ; 
Red gleam her palace- panes ; he springs to shore ; 
And now, with throbbing heart, halts at her door. 

XXXVII. 

For whom the feast and exquisite array 
Of roses, silver, fruit and viands rare ? 
« My lady sups alone tonight; she may 
c Not be disturbed; the painter now doth bear 
« Her company within. » What the dull menials say 
He hears not, but behind the hangings there 
Her laugh he hears, whose light tones paralyse, 
Freeze him, and all grows dark before his eyes. 
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XXXVHI. 

Soft steps he back, while never cry nor word 
Leaves his dry lips, yet when as there he views 
His picture, watdung like some face abhorred 
Seen once in sleep delirious, down he hews 
The head to flinders with one stroke of sword 
That all about the ragged pieces strews; 
Then forth into the moonlight he has gone 
With his great sorrow, loveless, fooled, alone. 
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in fin fieboutr, Hsolo 



My perfumed jasmine-tent commands 
An outlook vast along the lands. 
Northward, green hills confront my gaze. 
Shrouded in filmy morning haze. 
Their smooth sides take a deeper dye 
As the red sun deserts the sky, 
Wlien clouds, like poppy-petals, fell 
And fade around a purple wall 
Whose top one fain would tread and see 
All that across the barrier be. 
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Here, where the white road bends below, 
Are ranged the roofs of Asolo, 
An old, uneven, faded file 
Of broken beams and rusty tile. 
The stones which strew that quiet street 
Were trampled once by Roman feet, 
When through the city's gateway arched 
Caesar's intrepid legions marched, 
And every house had harbour for 
The cohorts of a conqueror. 
They, in these peaceful hills, maybe, 
Forgot their lust for victory. 
Forgot red war in hours of ease 
Above the waving apple-trees 5 
And, in the silence of the plain. 
Heard Nature's eloquence again. 

In later days those walls have been 
Safe shelter for a Cypriote queen, 
Catherine Cornaro, homeless wife, 
Here fled when clouds were round her life 
And, shut in painted palace, she 
Shook off the chains of royalty. 
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Ah! she was wise; here one enjoys 
Peace after clamour, after noise 
Of cities and the ceaseless strain 
To win what one will lose again. 
Am 1 not rich who hear the bees 
Kissing those pale anemones 
That make the grass about my feet 
A coloured pavement rich and sweet; 
Who see the birch-leaves on their stem 
Shake as the wind goes over them; 
Is not this opulence for me 
Here to forget futurity, 
And leave all feverish questioning 
If life be just a trivial thing. 
That they use best who multiply 
Their pleasures in it ere they die, 
Ignoring an eternity? 
Is not this wealthy to bask supine 
Beneath a roof of jessamine ? 

Yes, it is enviable; and yet. 
No mood uncoloured by regret 
Visits my vexed heart that now 
As ever questions: where art thout 
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For I am chafed with memories 
Of life bdow the moonlit skies 
With thee in Venice, while our bark 
Aimlessly loitered in the dark, 
And tremulous, pathetic notes 
Reached us from yellow-lanterned boats 
As violins and voices there 
Showered sweet sounds upon the air; 
Sunk in a reverie sublime, 
Oblivious of the world, of Time, 
No better fate we wished than here 
Across moon-silvered waves to steer 
Serenely to some shining beach 
Where never Nemesis may reach; 
Where as an echo heard should be 
The hubbub of humanity; 
Where we should win deliverance 
From all the tyranny of Chance; 
And memory should keep no mark 
Upon her scrolls of sad and dark; 
So, ours were e*en a fairer home 
Than Venice in the Adrian foam! 



33 

'^^I by recalling selfish dreams 
The present only wearier seems. 
I waot Thee; yet away, afar^ 
Beyond the blue horizon bar 
Are opening now those orient eyes, 
Where first my soul saw Paradise. 
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Sulla Bocca, flsa 



To the hiirs crest I climb, above the les 
Of fruit-boughs grey, to which the wan« 
With tangled bands a trailing network 
Her juicy bunches bend, for long ths s 
Of the hot August sun 
Hath warmed them everyone; 
And soon brown feet, shall crush them 
When autumn hath begun. 

Upon this breezy summit still remain 
Four broken fortress walls of massive i 
Once, as a watch-tower, poised above t 
A tyrant's citadel, a tyrant's throne; 
Today, a crumbling wreck 
Which wavy grasses deck, 
All by the luscious blackberry o'ergrou 
Quite without stint or check. 
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Vast as a sea beneath it are arrayed 
Green fields, green trees in leafy, blended rows 
That far away to purple distance fade; 
Bright in their midst some campanile shows, 

While dark in western sky 

The hills of Padua lie ; 
So broad, so calm the plain, it brings repose 

Unto a restless eye. 

At the horizon-line, behind the haze, 
I can discern a stripe of silver sea ; 
There Venice bleeps amid blue water-ways; 
Her shadowy turrets summon silently: 

c Come back, nor long delay, 

• Since each, since every day 
t Is shorn of sweetness, spent apart from me ! > 

These are the words they say. 

Mayhap, some lithe Venetian's shining eyes 
Long since reviewed this landscape wistfully. 
His heart and brain suffused with memories 
Of his dear city built in sand and sea ; 
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While e'en a tear did stain 
His cheek — a tear that pain 
Provoked in nameless longing once to be 
Rocked on her breast again. 

Poor soldier, thou didst weep, so now must I, 
Heartsick and wandering on this height today, 
Copy thy grief. For Venice, too, I sigh ; 
She holds my heart; she must for ever sway 

My love. It may not lean 

Aside, or choose between 
Her own and lesser beauty; she shall stay 

Until the close, my Queen. 
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fi sunsef in Oenioe 



Fusina' s fence of boughs 

No more allows 
Me vision of a red wheel in the west, 
Yet cloud and wave retain 

Their splendid stain, 
Ere Venice by the night be repossessed. 

I drift, as in a dream, 

Down the blue stream 
By oozy beds of weed and shell and slime ; 
And Gigio, when he breaks 

The water, makes 
A lazy sound that fits the silent time. 



Now, ivith the sinking fires, 

Yon train of spires 
Melts on its mirror in a mist of grey. 

While an obscurer pall 

Wraps the white wall 
Of lonely hills that deep in distance lay. 

Swung high in convent-tower 

Bells mark the hour 
For grave Armenian monks to bend in prayer; 

They from their quiet isle 

Watch the last smile 
Of sunset fade upon the golden air. 

Ah! could the pageant stay! 

Would yesterday 
Were impotent to sweep it from my sight 5 

This were my hour to die. 

And silently 

To step from world of flame to world of night 
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(Dusica Oene^iana 



Thick dusk descended on the room. 
Through palace-window from the west 
Light touched her hair, as in the gloom 
Crowned sne lay and golden-tressed. 

He had bound roses large and white, 
Florentine roses, round her head; 
He, watching, tearless^ knew the night 
Must number her with all its dead. 

^Play to me once,' she pleaded, 'play* 
'My music, that you made for me.' 
Then, in that filmy twilight grey. 
He touched the white keys, wearily, 
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Playing a strange, pathetic air 
Wherein both love and tears had met; 
It spoke of passion, of despair, 
And all the anguish of regret 

Her music, this, before his fame 
Should shine for Venice, ere that he 
Had placed perpetually his name 
With the great names of Italy. 

He ceased. The last riote mournfully 
Vibrated, faded on flie air. 
So dark it was, he could not see 
Death in the fair face, rose-crowned there! 
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Oenice in Huftimn 



To this black, shell-encrusted stake 
Girt with sea-grasses^ moist and green, 
I now would moor my boat and make 
A survey of the lonely scene. 

Here all is sad and still and grey; 
Wide water-fields around me lie; 
Cool mirrors that for miles away 
Reflect the pale October sky. 

Where at the city's boundary 
Trees crowd and garden-bushes spread, 
Wan, slanting sunlight fitfully 
Brightens their blots of brown and red, 
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Or touches on the ocaan-rim 
Afair, some ochretinted sail 
Of speeding boat where Chioggians swim 
Out to the Adriatic gale. 

From piled barge that blocks the stream 
Some dog at sea-bird wheeling low 
Bays; and I hear the madmen scream 
In sinister San Servolo. 

No other living noise, no cry; 
The Se&«Qaeen wears her ^axktest dress; 
And my soui all hjksenjiibly 
Catches her mood of moumfulness. 

Fairer she seemed when April light 
And fragrance played around her throne, 
Or when through all some languid hi^t 
Large yellow worlds above her shone. 

Forsaken, now, her briny streets; 
No red- booked strangers pass and pry; 
No crowded gondola one meets 
Rocking its careless company. 
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The window-panes above the quay, 
Row upon row and square on square, 
Seem human faces turned to me 
Widi melancholy, vacant stare. 

^^fOM^wmH^ 4^ watrkt : Somi jHeoioiag train 
Of galleys go in silver state? 
One black hull only drifts amain 
With one sad passenger as freight. 
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H meeting on fbe Ixigo 



My gondola goes sailing 
Over the ruffled brine, 
While in the west are paling 
The purple and carmine. 

The light yet burns and blazes 
With richest, rosiest hue 
Where red San Giorgio raises 
Its belfry in the blue. 

As soft scirocco tosses 
Foam to my face and spray 
Athwart my ferro crosses, 
Along the water-way. 
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In cagelike barca seated, 
A soldier, pale and bent, 
One to whom has been meted 
Long, lonely punishment. 

»• . - » ' 

I catch the look imploring 
That he to roe has cast, 
As, indolently oaring^ 
His sullen guards go past. 

Not any word is spoken. 
Only a smile from me 
Gives that poor prisoner token 
Of my heart's sympathy. 

Brief, brief has been our meeting, 
And, as the sea grows grey, 
Amid the rose light fleeting. 
We pass upon our way. 
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On ihe iMo 



I pace the Lido*s yelk)w ^hore, 
And shells and foam are iat my feeC; 
The spot a sweets aspect wore 
Last summer when we Used to meet. 
I seek your foot-mark in the sand, 
I miss the pressure of your hand. 

Far over sea we isem'^our eyoB 
Where throu^ the 'golctein wfHtAixg light 
Like gorgeous-plumed butterflies. 
Boats wandered out to meet the nighty 
And silver sparks were in the sky, 
Yet still we loitered, you and L 
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^cither had any need of speech; 
Ours was a silent happiness; 
As the white breakers on the beach 
Flung out their note of weariness^ 
Such music seemed to fit our mood, 
To sanctify our solitude. 

Oh! to win back one sunset eve 
Of all those memorable days ; 
Oh! could I faithfully believe 
That somewhere yet by winding ways 
Our lips would meet as once, of yore 
Upon the Lido's yellow shore. 
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I. 



Europe, in many a gilded gallery 
Gamers thy best, artificer supreme, 
Yet never nearer did thy spirit seem 
To me than here, in little chapel high 
Above a purple plain^ when evening sky 
Has lost its lire and when a turbid steam 
Covers the vineyards where some oxeil-t^am 
With bells a-dink still lumbers heavily. 

So round theje, once, Veoeliio, fell tiie mght. 
As thy hand beautified thii quiet dlrin« 
With saints in spleadtd, draperies bedight ; 
To peasaols leftyiag, Asto pdo^es, eigtt, 
Mark of lily j»re, rtfUgeat^ fieasuous na^bt, 
Here, in.^m.iuU%jabovrjthe brtid«4 «iii^ 
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II. 

Bov Qian Bellini 



Though ne'er a catchword for the shallow throng, 
His name shall shine eternally with those 
That light the world. Resplendent Venice shows 
Not one sublimer all her sons among. 
He taught the true in art* nor knew the wrong. 
His loftjT purity, his sweet repose 
Sprang from a faith that no misgiving knows; 
By this hi$ soul was nourished and grew strong. 
Gentle Venetian ! I must envy thee, 
Who stand-alone in this* cool sacristy 
Confronted with die radiance of thine aft. 

Shrined in these marbles amid ocean foam, 
The light of thy pure spirit here iias home, 
Firing the good in each distempered heart. 
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III. 

Sov the 
Conf esjsa (Daircello 



MarcellOy name that oft in distant years 
Brought loving light into Venetian eyes ; 
Name of the noblest, bravest and most wise 
Among those warriors, statesmen,' arbiters. 
Whose worth and wisdom set above her peers 
The Adrian Queen; name spoken oft with pride 
And fear in galleons tossed along the wide 
Blue ocean-roads to beat back Pagan spears! 

We, too, fair Lady Andriana, we 
In beauteous Venice speak thy beauteous name 
With all the old love, yet that potency 
Which stirs our hearts lies not in by->gone fame. 
Thou art the picture; that is but the frame ; 
Who values that, so he may view but thee? 
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Out of th| |MMKif<p»it4reibs 
The evening breeze 
Shook snowy blooms upon your hair; 
All the vermilion of the west grew pale; 
Then, like a shiniiig saSi, 
The ffitoon swam upwards in the silent air. 

Ah ! arrow-swift athwart my brain 
There comes again 
That picture of my sweetest night 
As now, in dismal February gloom, 
Alone, beside your tomb 
. I watdh the snow-flakes shrouding it in while. 
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This chill day closes; on the humid floor 
Stone«paved^ mthout^t^l ai^d for tj^e store 
Of bread aad grata that I am ^^nt to throw 
To them, soft pigeoas Gutter to and fro. 

Mine inattentive eye 

Rests on all wearily, 
Grey birds, grey court, gfey dome of darkening sky. 

When all must end, when my December nears, 
Setting the finish to these fretful years, 
Will there be biij^ness all before mine eyes, 
Or shall I see, as ghosts around ine, rise 
Unheeded sins^ thtt stand 
Each with a horrid hand 
To hale me under to a Sunless land? 
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Without^ the day is turning 
To starless night and cold, 
H^e, silver lamps are burning 
Beneath the vaults of gold 

Like jewels, from the ceiling 
Strange saints of lurid stone 
Watch one poor woman kneeling 
And weeping there, alone. 

They see her bosom shaking 
Convulsed with mighty grief, 
And yet for all its aching. 
They cannot yield relief. 
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In bright Ti 

Bridges at every turn 

Arrest the rapid flow 

Of clear green water that the mill-wlifi^U chimti 

To froth; and branches, si^iQg. 
Above the stresgn; lik^ y^lo^w sqQW- 
Their leaves M\ on it, flu^ering, 

I wait for exepj^g 

Here after hours of rain ; 

The sky its ashen dress 

Has chang^ for a cloak #f steel-blue stain ; 

Stars on its ground grow large. 
Grey clouds will melt to nothingness 
When the moon bares her silver targe. 

ft 
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Brown hersagliert 

Shuffle along in groups, 

Signalling meijil^ * / 

Some golden H£ad that o'er a window stoops ; 

With laughter and cigars 
Two short hours ebb of liberty 
For them from dismal barrack-bars. 

Dusk fast descends: 

Lights, now, from many a pane 

And street-lamps flickering, 

Pierce with bright Shafts the plashy pools of rail 

Night covers' all ; I feel 
A lonely pleasure listening 
To this black, throbbing water-wheel ! 
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Not now, but later, when the road 
We tread together breaks apart, 
When thou, my dearest, distant art. 
And tedious days have swelled the load 
Upon my heart. 

Or haply after that, when I 
Am se^ed within an earthy bed, 
Resting and unremembered 
This scene will speak and easily 
The whole be said. 
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Some eve, when from his burning chair 
The sun beloi^ Fusina slips, 
And all the sable poplar-tips 
Wave in the- warm, vermilion air, 
The wind, the lin| 

Of the soft breeze with wayward touch 
Shall tell thee all I longed to own*, 
And thou, on lurid lakes alone, 
Wilt say: € Poor soul, he loved me much; 
And he is gone>. 
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In Uiaggio 



All nigfc^ fte jolting diligence 

Bore us from snowpeaks to the plain; 
Round rocks we saw red lightning dance; 
We heard the roar of rain. 

Piave's swift stream akmg our Wiry 
Whirled, to the boten hurrying; 
Dawn showed the little inn thftt.lt^ 
Under a moiyitain's wing. 

In oaken chamber^ dark and high^ 
A blueish ligh^ burned by the bed; 
We entered, when all hungrily 
I clasped your golden head. 

Kissing yotir lips, your eyes, your hair, 
Bound to your body warm. 
What recked I of the lightning' s flare. 
Or of the frenzied storn) | 
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One little hour of pallid light 
Before this sundeserted day 
Within the curtain of the night 
Be shut away. 

I look upon the leaden space ^ 
Of sky beyond my window-bars 
Where late I watched yon comet race 
Amid the stars. 

How oft on perfumed summer nighta 
The moon unveiled her beauty there^ 'i 

Then all the blue was thick with lights^ 
While, on the air 
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Swept past the fragments of ^ome tune' 
Sung in the lantern-lighted boat 
Of those who on the wide lagune 
Dreamily float. 

That was in August. Now, the gloom 
Hides up those lilies from my view, 
Best ornament of my lone room, 
Broidered by — you ! 

They set me searching for the power 
To dress my love in fitting speech 
That in this dim December hour 
It rightly reach 

Your heart in England, lest you fear 
I hold unmemoried the day 
That tells you all your latest year 
Has sped away. 

No ; if the never-resting soul 
' May leap all human limitings. 

Mine shall that day make yours its goal;, 

On secret wings 



h&ll <5flrf)^ IMF you tfcudvjjfh tntr sflkfek 
Thouglrti kinder ht flkan wdrds nacy show; 
Thouglifs irhfch, not lobldflg^ in m!n6 eyes, 
You could not know. 
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Upon her soil, they say, those vielels g^w 
That wove a fragrant carpet lor &e feet 
Of curious Eve, ere by that Snake 's deceit^ 
The world lost innocence and suffering kacror. 
Brave Noe, riding with his motley crew. 
Her highest hill«top black above the sheet- 
Of turbid water hailed as resting-ieat| 
And thither in his pitchy life-boa^ drew. 

Such honour had she in the years agOne, 
Whose fields lie desolate beAeath the sky, 
Whose people, now, the tyrant tramples ofi, 
While few are feifl tb listen to Hkdr ctyr 
Oh ! pray we that before her day fee d6rie 
^e tdste dgalfl tke s^^6ls 6t liberty: 
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This may beguile a moment in some day 
Of brief division from a city's roar, 
Wihen in the rush, the turbulence, the din 
There coihes a pause. Then one may think of fields, 
Of flowers, of birds, of all sweet natural things 
That never lose their spell upon the soul. 
In such an bour of the dim afternoon, 
When yellow fog has curtained up the pane, 
Draw to the lamp and read of tragedies 
How kings and sons of kings have met their deaths]; 
And if you tire of all the writer's art. 
Think, then, of Venice in her sapphire sea, 
Of me afloat upon the calnv lagoon 
Brought face to face with a great golden shield 
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That glorifies the water and the sky^ 
While from tall towers wreathed in opal mist, 
Sweet bells spread melody along the waves^ 
Warning me that ajl lovely hours must die; 
And that we, tdo^^at^ hunying to our end. 
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Betttwakd 



What song when sheaf 
Is shut in byre, 
When woodland leaf 
Lies drowned in tiA*^ 
With rain and ruin on everything- 
That bends to the breeze 
Can I sing? 

What voice may rise 
To music, now, 
Above the sighs 
In branchy in bough? 
The days of summer are perished 
They are numbered, these 
With the dead. 
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No song! the throat 
Of autumn wind 
Shall sound the note 
Of grief I find 

In all, as ever my pleasant years 
Give room to remorse 
And to tears. 
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